"IN GOOD KING CHARLES'S GOLDEN DAYS"

Four thousand years seem an eternity to a mayfly, or
a mouse, or a mitred fool called an archbishop. Are
we mayflies? Are we mice? Are we archbishops?

MRS BASHAM. Mr Fox: I have listened to too much
blasphemy this morning. But to call an archbishop a
mitred fool and compare him to a mouse is beyond
endurance. I cannot believe that God will ever pardon
you for that. Have you no fear of hell?

FOX. How shall I root out the sin of idolatry from
this land? Worship your God, woman, not a dressed-
up priest.

MRS BASHAM. The archbishop is not a graven
image. And when he is officiating he is not in the like-
ness of anything in the heavens above or on the earth
beneath. I am afraid you do not know your catechism,
Mr Fox.

CHARLES \laughing\ Excellent, MrsBasham.Pastor:
she has gravelled you with the second commandment.
And she has put us to shame for quarrelling over a
matter of which we know nothing. By the way, where
were we when we began to quarrel? I have clean
forgotten.

LOUISE. It was my business with Mr Newton, I
think. Nellie: will you take our sovereign lord away
and leave me to speak with the alchemist in private?

CHARLES. Mr Newton: not for worlds would I
deprive you of a tete-a-tete with her Grace of Ports-
mouth. Pastor: you will accompany us. Nellie: you
will come with the pastor. But first I must throw the
Duchess of Cleveland downstairs [moving towards her].

BARBARA \_screaming and making for the door\
Coward! Help! Murder!] She rushes out].
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